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Too long have Britain's fons with proud diſdain 
survey d the gay Patrician's titled train, | 
Their varions merit ſcann'd with eye ſevere, 

Nor learn'd to know the peaſant from the peer: 

At length the Gothic ignorance is o'er, _ | 
And vulgar brows ſhall ſcowl on LORDS no more; 
Commons ſhall ſhrink at each ennobled nod, 

And ev'ry lordling Thine a demigod: 

By CRAVEN taught, the humbler herd ſhall know, 
How high the Peerage, and themſelves how low. 
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Illuſtrious Chief, your eloquence divine 
Shall raiſe the whole right honourable line; 
All ſhall with joy your bright example view, 
And love the tribe that boaſts a ſon like you; 
While Liberty ſhall lead you to her throne 


With jocund hand, and claim you for her own. 


When warm in youth, on Iſis learned ſhore, 
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You early liſten d to her ſacred lore: 
Abhorr d the dull confinement of the ſchools, | 
Contemn'd their ſtatutes, and defpis'd their rules, 
Ev'n when to burſt their bonds your ardor fail'd, 
And law, tyrannic law, at laſt prevail d, 

Tho forc'd a while to bend beneath the yoke, 

Its weight your dauntleſs ſpirit never broke, 

Still rankled in your breaſt the fatal wound, 

Tho' years had o er it rolld their circling round, 
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On * SCROPE, tho late, you rear'd your threat'ning arm, 
And ſhew'd the will-without the pow'r to harm. 


With Freedom's warnith tho thus your boſom glow'd, 
From no licentious heat the ardor flow'd 
When peaceful leaders rul'd with gentle ſway, 
Still were you firſt their mandates to obey ; | 
Tho' Proctors, arm'd with all th inſulting pride 
Of legal pow'r, your daring ſoul defy'd, 
Yet to the ruler of the feſtive band- 
You bow d, nor ſcorn d the toaſt-maſter's ** 
Obedient drank each penal draſt of wine, 
And only fear d a oſt and water fine. 


So burn'd your youthful heart = Freedom! s flame, 
Such the fair dawning of your future fame; 


A Gentleman who was Proctor, while his L. p was at the Univer- 
ſity, and to whom after a long law ſuit, he was obliged to ſubmit; and from 
whom his Is ſubſequent ill treatment drew a Pamphlet, ſtating the 
3 affair to the Public, to which the curious reader is referred. 
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But when by time matur'd, the Peerage ſpread 

Its dazzling luſtre round your honor d head, 

The facred fire that warm'd before your breaſt, . 
Blaz'd boldly forth to all mankind confeſs d. 
Immortal Liberty with blooming charms, 

Wood you fo ſtrongly to her heavenly arms; 

So fierce your paſſion, that you could not bear 
Another vot'ry ſhould her favors ſhare ; 

For ſtill your heart Othello's plan approves, 

Nor keeps a corner in the thing it loves 

For others uſes ; thoſe who madly brave 

Attack the rights you have, or think you have, a 
Shall weep their raſhneſs, that in luckleſs hour, 

Oppos d th' omnipotence of lordly powr. 

When SEYMOUR inſolently dar d invade, | 

Manors by-your poſſeſſion ſacred made, 

From feaſts you deign d to grace, you wip d his name, 
And gave him o er to infamy and ſhame: 
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And when, tho late, he made a bold appeal 
To arms, from frowning Peers and fawning zeal, 
And dar'd attempt with facrilegious fword, 

To offer equal combat to a LORD, | 
Sudden your noble limbs your courſers bore, 
From Berkſhire's hills to Avon's diſtant ſhore ; 
And eager to preſerve from foul diſgrace, 

Th' unſullied honors of a noble race, 

Rather than have it ſaid you meanly ſtood 

To ſtain your faulchion with Plebeia n blood, 
You yielded bravely to a harſher fate, 

And made ſubmiſſions to the man you hate. 

To fave their dignity from ſcandal's breath, 
Thouſands have fearleſs fac'd approaching death ; 


Your dauntleſs action merits more applauſe, 


Who courted infamy in honor's cauſe. 


Proceed! proceed! and ſtill our wond'ring eyes 


With deeds magnanimous like theſe ſurprize, 
| C And 
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And leſt ſome wretch, phlegmatic, dull, and cold, 
Without applauſe ſuch actions ſhould behold, 

Aloud to liſt ning crowds your worth proclaim, 

Yourſelf the herald of your deathleſs fame. 

To ſpacious Berks your dignity avow, 

Brom Buſcot's meads, to Windlor's lofty brow, 

Till LOVEDEN's daring inſolence is O er, 

And POWNEY croſs your fav'rite ſchemes no more: 

Your ſacred game, till lawleſs SEYMOUR ſpare, 

Nor hot-brain'd PYE another challenge bear. 

Shall humble Squires preſume, by act or word, 

T oppoſe the' wiſhes of a mighty LORD ; þ * 
On high affairs attempt to give their voice, 

Or in elections e er avow their choice ; 

Pour in your rabble to ch factious town, 

And Freedom's ſounds, by ſhouting numbers drown, 

Till Thames' unpeopled waves by READING glide, 
Without one bargeman leſt to chear the tide ; 

| And 
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And NEWBURY's deſart ſtreets lament in vain, 
Their ſervile inmates gone to ſwell your train. 
Stout FERDINANDO, your obſequious ſlave, 
Once a rude ruffian, now a pliant knave, | 
with Stentor's voice ſhall ſwell your pageant pride, 
And boldly thunder nonſenſe on your fide : 
The gentle Colonel, ſimpering SELLWOOD too, 
His face with port and patriot-ardor blue, 

With vacant eye ſhall view your great intent, 
Shall ſcratch his empty head, and ſmile aſſent. 
There too my muſe, with rough tho' honeſt ſong, 


4+ (Shall chant your virtues to the admiring throng, 


Diſplay your various worth in humble lays, 
And teach the gaping rabble how to praiſe, 
Re-echo to their ears your fav'rite word, 
And ſhew reſpect ſhould always wait MY LORD. 
Perhaps, (indulge your Poet's fairy dream), 
Perhaps my verſe adorn'd by ſuch a theme, 
2 May 
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May in ſome; bark, our navy fail t explore. 
Be ſafely wafted to the Atlantic ſhore: 0 £11713] ned 
How will thoſe pious Chiefs delight 15 hear 
The kindred virtues of à Britiſi Peer?kk̃ 
How will thy deeds enchant, with gentle ſway, 
4 The Patriot fons of Maſſachuſet's Bay? lock bak 
For all your ardor fires the illuſtrious train; © 

In Council bold, but baſhful on the plain D B96 21 
How will their grateful boſoms love the veiſe,”- © 
| Whoſe honeſt lines ſuch great exploits rehearſe? 5 
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I ſee their hands prepare the verdant bough, © -- 


I feel their laurel wreaths: ſurround my brow ; HE * VO” 
8 © = i r 

While that long Kanon d Krain; whoſe magic charms 

So oft has call'd the gallant race to arms. 

Shall now at length give place to newer las, 

And Yanky-doodle yield to CRAVEN' praiſe, 
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